A   SENSITIVE   TAILOR
Other prose books which belong to this period and
of which mention should be made are: George Meredith^
by Richard Le Gallienne, and The Art of Thomas Hardy^
by Lionel Johnson, each with a bibliography by John
Lane; Robert Browning, by J. T. Nettleship; Excursions
in Criticism: being some Prose Recreations of a Rhymer^ by
William Watson.
All this while. Lane, daring, enterprising, energetic,
was forging ahead as fast as Mathews, diffident, ineffec-
tive, unambitious, would allow him. The tandem was
hopelessly ill-assorted. The leader might prance and
curvet as much as he would, but the pace of the whole
was the pace of the horse between the shafts, and that
was slow and cautious.
At last the inevitable breach took place and a dissolu-
tion of the irksome association was decided upon. It
was an uncomfortable period for everyone. I was, of
course. Lane's friend, his liege man, but this did not
prevent me from feeling a secret sympathy for the
unhappy Elkin.
As the business, the publishing as distinct from the
bookselling business, increased, it had become necessary
to discover a place for storing and packing the books.
For this purpose, the firm leased a room belonging to a
tailor or cloth-merchant about two doors off, and I was
put in charge of it. This tailor—whose name I think
was Sadler—was a very sensitive man. He could not
endure noise, and one of the conditions of our tenure
of his room was that there should be no talking on the
stairs leading up to it. In order to tease him, Chapman
and I would sometimes open our door and pretend to
hold a violent altercation on the landing, and then, tip-
toeing back again, silently shut the door. Hardly had
we reseated ourselves and composed our countenances,
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